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FOREWORD 

In  the  Calument  area,  which  skirts  the  southern  shore  of 
Lake  Michigan  where  steel  has  created  an  industrial  giant 
that  draws  from  the  four  corners  of  the  earth  for  workers  to 
keep  its  appetite  satisfied,  lies  a  land  of  enchantment  for  the 
lover  of  nature.  This  giant  has  leveled  many  sand-dunes  to 
make  its  bed,  but  still  there  are  numerous  dunes  which  are 
as  wild  and  free  as  when  the  Indians  roamed  these  shores  and 
fished  in  this  lake. 

Among  the  people  who  have  been  drawn  to  this  region  are 
those  who  find  time  to  enjoy  the  beauty  of  the  wild  scene  that 
surrounds  their  home  and  a  few  that  feel  the  outpouring  of 
their  joy  in  these  environments  and  sing  about  them. 

The  Lake  Country  Indiana  Poetry  Club  was  formed  by  a 
small  group  of  those  folk  in  1941  who  have  been  striving  to 
lure  the  muses  to  paint  the  perfect  picture  of  these  regions 
poetically.  This  book  is  an  outgrowth  of  their  efforts. 

In  these  pages  the  readers  will  find  thoughts  that  will  echo 
many  memories  through  their  minds.  They  are  the  expression 
of  various  authors,  whose  outlook  on  life  show  quite  different 
facets  in  the  scheme  of  living,  yet  touch  the  lives  of  most 
everyone.  While  the  poems  in  this  volumn  may  not  meet  the 
critic's  eye  favorably,  yet  we  hope  they  will  touch  the  heart- 
strings of  the  reader  in  such  a  way  he  will  be  lifted  closer  to  an 
understanding  of  the  joy  of  living.  We  leave  this  decision  to 
you,  the  reader. 

The  poems  in  this  book  are  arranged  alphabetically,  accord- 
ing to  the  authors.  Each  author  has  been  assigned  a  page  for 
his  or  her  work.  We  hope  you  will  enjoy  the  poems  and  will 
find  a  brighter  outlook  as  a  result  of  reading  them. 

Most  sincerely  yours, 

Your  book  committee, 

Clarence  Orvan  Adams 
Kenneth  Dale  Baxter 
Charles    Philip   Isley 


POTENCY 

A  day  is  but  a  moment's  length 
Compared  to  life's  short  span, 
But  oh  the  grandeur  it  can  give 
When  fostered  by  a  plan. 


FUTILITY 

The  years 

Speed  through  the  mist  of  fears 
And  leave  their  imprint  in  the  dust 
Of  countless  v^ays,  that  fade  too  soon 
In  sunlit  glare  or  midnight  moon. 

The  hopes 

That  plot  the  path  through  scopes 

Of  common  cares,  which  will  but  rust 

Because  neglect  is  left  in  charge, 

Must  fade  as  years  when  time  grows  large. 

My  years 

Speed  on  through  many  tears 

And  joys,  which  leave  a  trail  of  deeds 

That  memory  may  hold  a  while, 

Then  gently  shed  when  cares  beguile. 

Time  copes 

With  future  thought  that  tropes 
The  tenets  I  had  held  as  needs, 
And  time  shall  cover  up  my  way 
As  leaves  will  molder  with  decay. 


WASTEFUL 

The  clock  talks  through  the  live-long  day 
And  flings  the  minutes  all  away. 


Clarence  O.  Adams 


DUAL  ASPIRATION 
(To  the  Oak) 

Lone  sentinel  against  the  darkling  sky, 

With  graceful  branches  in  the  starry  glow 

That  thrive  on  earth,  sustaining  as  they  grow 

A  changing  beauty  as  the  seasons  fly. 

My  questing  Spirit  seeks  to  wander  high 

On  wings  of  strength  to  meet  life's  storms  that  blow, 

For  in  your  granite  fortitude  you  show 

A  symbol,  spurring  faith  as  time  moves  by. 

Your  ancient  pulse  has  fused  with  surging  rhyme 
Of  echoed  wind  and  rain  that  froliced  through 
Time's  cosmic  radius  in  haunting  chime, 
While  God  adorned  your  span  with  changing  hue: 
I  dream  with  heart  alight  in  hopes  that  climb. 
To  reach  a  shining  zenith  just  as  you. 


IMMORTAL  DESIRE 

Beloved,  I  wander  from  the  years,  now  dead, 
Where  memories  are  swirled  in  muted  mist 
Of  spectral  flame  my  soul  cannot  resist 
Because  its  sacred  light  has  never  fled. 
From  out  the  yesterdays  where  love  once  led, 
With  fortitude  to  show  us  its  full  gist. 
Our  faith  and  hope  held  life's  divinest  list 
Of  rules  for  you  and  me  to  thus  be  read. 

I  am  a  phantom  roaming  from  the  past, 
With  resurrected  heart  that  cannot  die, 
Because  my  Spirit  vows  that  nobly  true 
Is  my  transcendent  love  that  glows  steadfast: 
Enduring  hunger  that  does  not  deny 
My  soul  that  idolizes  mortal  you. 


Marie  L.  Blanche  Adams 


ADOPTION 

A  baby  left  alone 

Could  find  no  arms  to  cradle  in. 

I  gave  her  mine. 

I  gave  her  mine 

To  call  her  own — my  love  protects 

A  baby  left  alone. 


SERENITY 

The  stillness  of  an  icy  tree 

In  bleak  December's  morning  sun 
Reflects  majestic  crystals  spun 

Like  diamonds  on  a  frozen  sea. 

Its  naked  body  in  repose 

Stands  firm  within  the  frozen  sod ; 

Adorned  by  an  artistic  God, 
With  crowns  of  shining  jewels  He  chose. 

The  cloak  of  leaves  have  turned  to  dust 
And  restless  twigs  no  longer  wave. 
Though  loftly  pride  is  in  the  grave, 

It  stands  with  heart  unveiled  in  trust. 

Clear-cut  and  bright  against  the  sky 
The  vivid  outline  stands  at  peace. 
Unblemished,  whole,  a  masterpiece 

To  sound  asleep  to  breathe  a  sigh. 


Fern  King  Applegate 


GRIST 

His  is  the  place  in  the  battle  front 

In  the  blood  and  the  stink  and  the  mire. 

It  is  he  who  must  bear  the  awful  brunt 

Of  the  shell  and  the  hell  and  the  fire. 

His  is  the  blood  to  be  spilled  in  the  mud 

For  a  glory  that  history  will  pen. 

For  the  bravest  and  best,  they  will  pin  on  his  breast 

A  cross  and  a  ribbon  and  then 

They  will  bury  him  there  in  the  battlefield, 

And  the  grasses  will  cover  his  grave ; 

He  never  would  yield  nor  lower  his  shield, 

And  he  died  because  he  was  brave. 

Why  did  he  fight  and  why  did  he  die 

Out  there  in  a  flaming  hell? 

Oh !  for  the  answer — men  will  cry. 

But  only  God  can  tell. 


Kenneth  Dale  Baxter 


COUNTERPOINT 

(Petrachean  Sonnette) 

With  vibrant  chords  that  issue  sweetest  tones 
Begin  the  symphony  of  life  called  Day. 
Bend  every  effort  to  produce  the  way 
Wherein  you  learn  to  stiffle  useless  groans. 

From  happiness  that  will  enlarge  for  you 
Pick  gently  as  one  plucks  a  sprightly  lay 
And  form  a  dulcet  melody  that's  new. 


SOLACE  IN  THE  DUNES 

If  quiet  meditation  is  your  theme, 
Consider  then  these  vast,  uncluttered  shores 
Of  sunlit,  windswept  dunes,  traversed  by  scores 
Of  men  who  seek  to  share  the  self-same  dream. 

Come  view  the  murals  etched  upon  the  sand, 
Highlighted  by  the  rays  of  setting  sun. 
Until  th^  tides  erase  the  scenes;  each  one 
Is  stippled  artistry  by  natures's  hand. 

No  arching  trees  are  here  to  mar  the  views 
Which  rouse  the  wonderment  of  common  folks; 
For  skillful  sketches  made  with  Titan  strokes 
Reveal  a  tableau  done  in  rarest  hues. 

Such  ecstacies  the  human  heart  ensnares 

And  saves  to  soothe  when  irksome  thoughts  increase- 

Which  may  be  realistic,  or  caprice! 

This  spot  of  calm  contentment  routs  all  cares. 


Anna  Berg 


FROST  ON  MY  WINDOW-PANE 

Frost  on  my  windowpane, 
Cold  at  my  door; 
Fire  in  the  chimney-place 
Patterns  the  floor. 

Warm  is  my  little  room, 
Cold  winds  blow  high — 
Lock  fast  the  door  to-night 
Shut  out  the  sky ! 


MOVING 

I  wonder  if  my  father  is  moving  up  in  Heaven ; 

He  seldom  stayed  on  one  farm  more  than  a  year  or 

two. 
It  may  be  he  was  restless  and  loved  a  bit  of  roving — 
It  may  be  he  was  seeking  a  wider,  finer  view. 

I  wonder  if  he  stops  and  looks  the  landscape  over 
To  find  somewhere  a  stately  elm  tree, 
Where  he  can  drop  within  its  shadows  cool  and  rest- 
full 
And  sit  and  smoke  his  pipe  there  peacefully. 

Pm  sure  he  could  not  stay  too  long  within  the  pearly 

mansions; 
His  feet  would  tire  from  walking  streets  of  gold. 
He  would  go  out  and  find  a  cool  spring  in  the  deep, 

deep  forest. 
He  would  obey  the  urge  he  felt  of  old. 

He  would  be  moving,  moving,  yes,  ever  moving 

onward — 
The  wanderlust  is  in  his  spirit  still ; 
And  when  I  go  to  meet  him  in  the  place  that  we 

call  Heaven, 
He*ll  be  beneath  an  elm  tree  on  a  hill. 


Frances  Bowles 


ADOPTED  BOY 

We've  taken  in  a  little  one. 

He's  fair  as  he  can  be, 

And  I  could  wish  for  nothing  more 

Upon  my  family  tree. 

His  eyes  reflect  a  pansy  blue, 
And  gold  is  in  his  hair. 
That  little  moist  and  puckered  mouth, 
God  placed  for  kisses  there. 

Excited  when  he  sees  me  near. 
He  reaches  out  his  hands. 
My  heart  with  love  then  overflows, 
I  know  he  understands. 


A  LIFE  OF  EASE 

Now  some  folks  like  to  whistle. 
Some  folks  like  to  sing. 
Some  just  like  to  whirl  and  dance 
And  have  a  merry  fling. 

I  just  like  to  sit  and  dream 
In  a  shady  nook. 
My  fish  line  a  dangling 
In  a  quiet  brook. 

A  smoking  and  a  thinking. 
Taking  things  with  ease, 
The  best  life  has  to  offer. 
Doing  as  you  please. 


Florence  O.  Boyer 


UNRULY 

The  tongue  no  man  can  tame. 

It  sends  its  swift  and  poisoned  darts 

And  helpless  hearts  bleed 

Amid  the  havoc  gossip  brings. 

The  tongue  no  man  can  tame. 


I  FIND 

I  have 

No  fear  of  death. 

But   thoughts    of    death    for   loved    ones 

Can  frighten  me,  and  send  the  threat 

Of  loneliness  into  my  heart. 


LONE  JOURNEY 

Beyond  the  purple  hills  of  Lifers  long  day, 
Out  of  the  clamor;  when  all  passions  cease. 
A  warriors's  spirit  holds  its  just  release, 
Where  dreamless  silence  hovers  all  the  way. 

The  stainless  knight  of  stainless  cause  moves  west. 
While  earth's  last  glow  fades  into  God's  own  peace ; 
Into  eternal  light  and  endless  rest. 


LIGHT  O'  LOVE 

No  matter  where  I  go,  you're  there  before  me. 
I  see  you  from  my  window  when  I  rise. 
And  when  I  go  to  bed,  you  seem  to  beckon, 
While  I  am  haunted  by  your  flashing  eyes. 

You  use  no  force,  but  stop  me  when  I  meet  you. 
You  caution  me,  when  I  would  seem  to  slight. 
Your  influence  will  linger  with  me  always, 
Although  you  bid  me  go,  O  Traffic  Light! 

Gwen  Roberts  Boyer 


DAILY   PRAYER 

Dear  God,  when  I  no  longer  care 
For  boundless  beauty  everywhere, 
When  I  no  longer  want  to  stride 
The  restless,  roving  autumn-tide, 
And  when  I  can  no  longer  see 
Your  gracious  planning  in  a  tree, 
Nor  watch  the  flight  of  bumblebee 
From  georgeous  bloom  of  peony; 

If  I  can  find  no  lasting  peace 
In  all  of  Nature's  fair  increase — 
Then  let  me  seek  a  dull  surcease 
Beside  a  sleepy  chimney-piece. 
But  O  Dear  God,  I  daily  pray 
Those  senile  days  be  far  away. 


FULFILLMENT 

When  I  build  my  own  house 
Four  things  shall  be  mine: 
A  crackling,  open,  mellow  fire 
And  old  andirons  that  shine; 

Candles  in  tall  candlesticks 
Of  blue  and  pink  and  rose, 
A  tiny  brass  teakettle 
Singing  through   its  nose. 

And  when  my  c:.ndles  melt  the  dusk, 
And  my  gold  fire  leaps  free. 
You,  to  climb  my  terraced  walk 
And  come  to  tea  with  me. 


Grace  Cole  Clymer 


SITTING   WITH   GRANDPA 

When  my  time  has  come  to  die, 

I'll  gayly  run  with  eager  feet 

To  go  and  sit  with  Grandpa 

On   that    old   familiar   seat, 

At  the  corner  of  the  square. 

Out  in  front  of  the  old  show, 

Where  he  used  to  tell  me  tales 

Of  things  that  happened  long  ago, 

And  greet  with  gay  'Good  Evening' 

The  people  passing  by, 

As  he  laughed  at  his  own  stories 

With  a  twinkle  in  his  eye. 

How  he  loved  to  sit  and  talk  there 

While  he  smoked  a  good  cigar 

As  he  told  of  days  when  he  was  young. 

(Those  days  are  now  so  far) 

Oh,  the  minutes  passed  too  rapidly 

Before  he  had  to  go  inside 

ToiRtart  the  movies  and  open  up  the  show. 

Death  will  not  be  an  enemy 

With  visage  dread  and  grim. 

But  a  friendly  hand  to  help  me 

To  go  and  sit  with  him. 

For  the  sweetest  days  of  happiness 

A  child  can  ever  know, 

Is  to  sit  and  dream  with  Grandpa 

While  waiting  for  the  show. 


Marybelk  Eder 


THE   MORNING   PRAYER 

The  winding  street  along  the  way- 
Is  nature's  morning  prayer  each  day. 
The  arching  branches  interlace 
To  spread  God's  everlasting  grace. 
When  trees  are  misty  yellow-green 
And  the  birds  begin  to  sing  and  preen, 
This  prayer  then  reaches  down  to  me 
And  sheds  a  hope  through  every  tree. 
When  summer  growth  has  swelled  each  pod, 
The  prayer  is  then  a  pledge  from  God. 
When  autumn  leaves  turn  bright  and  gay. 
For  the  gift  of  plenty  I  hear  it  pray. 
When  muted  morning  displays  the  snow 
That  spreads  itself  like  a  satin  throw 
And   stiches  the   boughs   with   feathery  frills, 
The  prayer  of  benediction  fills 
My  humble  soul  with  courage  to  greet 
And  faith  to  perform  each  duty  I  meet 
Because  this  street  along  my  way 
Is  nature's  morning  prayer  each  day. 


LIFE 

An  April  shower 
A  May  bower 
A  blue  sky 
A  summer's  storm 
An  Indian  haze 
A  winter's  blaze 
A  chilly  blast 
Peace  at  last. 


Nelle  G.  Ensweiler 


I  SHALL  REMEMBER  AUTUMN 

1  shall  remember  Autumn  as  she  climbed 
The  smokey  dunes  and  trailed  her  loviliness 
Like  a  luna  moth,  her  tawny  hair  entwined 
With  rubies  of  the  wuld  woodbine.  Her  dress 
Was  fringed  with  gold,  the  sun's  bright  silt.  She  wore 
A  perfume — heady — like  the  wine  of  grapes, 
That  lined  and  laced  along  the  sandy  shore 
Where  sassafras  had  spread  its  gaudy  drapes. 
The  murmers  of  the  pines  blent  with  the  tunes 
Of  frothy  waves.  They  sighed.  I  heard  them  say 
That  soon  she  would  gather  all  the  sumac  plumes 
And  with  the  duneland  birds  she  would  slip  away, 
Just  as  our  days  of  life  that  disappear — 
We  know  not  where — but  that  they  are  not  here. 


I  WAS  MISTAKEN 

I  thought  I  saw  a  little  boat,  returning  from  its 

quest 

It  was  a  seagull,  pausing  for  a  moment's  rest. 

I  thought  I  heard  a  lyre,  with  sad  and  plaintive 

song 

It  was  the  pines  lamenting  that  the  birds  had  gone. 

I  thought  I  saw  a  tongue  of  fire,  lace  through  an  old 

rail  fence 

It  was  a  ruby  woodbine,  whose  blaze  I  would  not 
quench. 

I  thought  the  world  was  made  for  joy,  but  then  one 

day  I  found 

It  takes  each  share  of  sorrow,  to  make  the  world  go 

round. 


Lydia  Fisher 


LOVE'S  MEMORY 

I  wonder  if  you  guess,  my  dear, 

How  I  thank  God  for  you. 
And  for  the  love  that  has  stood  the  test 

Through  ye^rs  so  strong  and  true. 
I,  somehow,  cannot  say  the  words 

That  would  make  you  really  see, 
That  you  and  the  memories  we  share 

Make  life  worth  while  to  me. 

A  life  of  varied  memories, — 

Some  sad,  some  grave,  some  gay. 

Some  rainbovv^-hued,  some  golden  ones, 
And  some  of  leaden  gray. 

But  in  them  all,  whatever  befell, 
I  felt  your  tenderest  care ; 

And  know  that  you  of  all  the  world. 
Could  all  my  memories  share. 

Your  love  made  black  clouds,  sliver; 

Made  the  sunshine  brighter  still; 

And  made  each  day  of  all  our  lives 

A  memory  worth  while. 
And  so  I  thank  the  loving  God 

That  gave  your  love  to  me ; 
That  you  and  I,  through  all  the  years 

Might  share  Love's  memory. 


Edith  Foreman 


MORNING  IN  THE  CITY 

Down  the  narrow  streets 
Came  muffled  sounds, 
Bumping  on  the  quietness 
Of  dawn. 

Silence  slowly  broke 
Beneath  the  weight 
Of  humanity's 
Collective  yawn. 

THE  HANDS  OF  HATE 

Insidiously  the  mud  of  human  hate 
Runs  fat  and  gooey  fingers  through  the  heart; 
Deftly  tracing  false  designs  that  once  applied 
Become  reluctant  to  depart. 

Then  having  ravaged  through  the   heart 
These  foul  hands  prod  into  the  chambers  of  the  mind, 
Where  assailing  each  new  wall  of  thought 
They  leave  their  muddy  fingerprints  behind. 

FIRST  QUARREL 

Strong  words  and  fierce  denials  clashed 
Between  the  two.  They  stood  defiant. 
Armor  welded  with  the  heat  of  hate 
Held  them  unpliant. 

Then  love,  not  reason,  bared  Achilles'  spot 
Within  the  breast  of  each  offender. 
Tears  of  joy  washed  clean  the  bitter  wounds 
In  their  surrender. 

CONTRAST 

We  blush  to  see  the  shabby  sinfulness 
That  neighbors  goodness  so  complacently, 
Yet  the  impact  of  their  meaning  is  the  best 
When  both  can  be  observed  adjacently. 

Betty  Frank 


TO  THE  WASATCH 

I  have  seen  the  waters  twirl  and  dance, 
Lie  winking,  calm  and  peaceful  in  the  sun. 
I  have  seen  it  toss  its  cap  and  shout, 
Pound  fists  upon  the  beach  like  roar  of  drum! 

And  I  have  seen  the  trees,  broad — silently, 
Wave  fingers  coyly,  clinging  to  the  wind. 
I  have  seen  them  arch  their  fragrant  boughs. 
Screech  out  and  fall  before  the  lightning's  sin. 

No  moods  like  this  for  mountains,  staunch  and  true 
Each  golden  morning,  patiently  they  stand 
Serene  and  gracious.  I  have  seen  their  faith 
Quietly  uplifting  the  soul  of  man. 


RESOLUTION 

(To  my  brother,  St.  Sgt.  Harry  J.  Hansen,  killed  in 
action  in  Germany,  October  17,  1944). 

Remembering  you,  I  will  go  on  with  courage, 
Each  new  day  lighten  a  brother's  load. 
Send  if  I  can,  a  ray  of  hope,  of  gladness. 
Over  the  hill  of  heartache's  long,  dark  road. 
Love  I  will  give,  and  pity,  words  of  kindness. 
Understanding  the  grief  that  others  bear. 
Those  who  have  given  loved  ones  to  the  battle 
I  will  try  to  encourage,  sorrows  share. 
One  heavenly  promise  whispers,  "Peace  again, 
Never  was  life  for  others  given  in  vain," 


Joyce  Hulce 


COUNSELOR 

A  frosted  glass,  a  heavy  door, 
A  knock.  I  say,  "Come  in,'' 
And  there  before  me  stands  a  girl 
Hesitant  and  thin. 

What   problem   hides   behind   those    eyes 
From  which  no  youthful  gleam 
Sends  out  the  spark  of  gayety 
Nor  light  of  hope  and  dream. 

"What  can  I  do  for  you?''  I  ask 
In  routine,  busy  tone — 
Here  is  my  task,  a  case  to  solve — 
My  work  to  do  alone. 

A  broken  home,  a  friendship  lost. 
Resentment,  strife,  and  fears — 
She's  never  felt  the  hand  of  praise; 
A  child  grown  old  with  tears. 

In  me  she  places  trust  to  salve 
The  wound,  to  solve  the  whys. 
I  fumble  for  the  phrase  to  bring 
The  hope-shine  to  her  eyes. 

God,  grant  me  now  the  wit  to  say 
The  words  she  longs  to  hear. 
Invest  in  me  the  power  to  heal 
The  heart  so  fraught  with  fear. 

Remove  the  frosted  pane  of  doubt 
And  my  unworthiness. 
And  open  wide  to  this  small  child 
The  door  of  happiness. 


Mabel  V.  Hunter 


LEAF  SHADOWS 

They  dance  across 
My  window  shade 
Of  mornings  when 
I  lie  in  bed; 

Strange  patterns 
Tossing  to  and  fro 
And  watching  them 
First  thing  I  know 

My  heavy  eyes 
To  slumber  creep. 
Leaf  shadows 
Lull  me  into  sleep. 


SAND  PATTERNS 

I  saw  the  trail  a  beetle  made 
Along  the  yellow  dune, 
A  tiny  bird  left  lacy  prints 
Where  summer  zephyrs  croon; 

I  saw  the  markings  in  the  sand 

Where  lizards  ran  at  play, 

And  where  the  seagulls  roamed  the  shore 

In  search  of  food  today; 

The  dune-grass  traced  a  pattern 
When  the  north-wind  gailj/  blew. 
And  scalloped  on  the  narrow  beach 
The  waves  left  their  mark,  too. 


Charles  P.  Isley 


GRAND  CANYON 

(A  Legend) 

The  gods  had  a  quarrel  in  ancient  time, 

Huge  giants  of  sky  and  the  earth  below. 

Right  fierce  was  the  battle  they  fought  down  here, 

With  arrows  of  lightning  and  bows  of  clouds. 

Big  mountains  they  hurled  and  crumbled  the  hills, 

Made  gashes  with  thunderbolts  deep  and  wide. 

For  centuries  waged  the  terrible  fight, 

Till  Nambiquo,  tired  of  his  children's  strife. 

Descended  to  earth  to  appease  their  wrath. 

The  world  grew  bright  from  the  Great  Spirit's  glow. 

And  a  rainbow's  brilliance  curved  overhead. 

But  giants  were  sprawled  on  the  sand  and  mould, 

Their  bared  bones  yellow  and  orange  and  brown. 

Ghastly  and  stark  lay  the  osseous  heaps 
Till  Time,  the  adjuster,  smiled  on  the  wreck. 
Turned  waste  to  splendor,  gave  glory  to  ruin. 
The  sun  and  the  rain,  whirling  wind  and  frost, 
Wore  harshness  away  as  the  aeons  passed. 
And  now,  only  grandeur  sublime  survivies. 
The  Sun's  yellow  brightness  adorns  the  piles. 
Dark  shadows  give  richness  to  gulfs  below, 
The  great  Colorado  threads  golden  line, 
And  now  Grand  Canyon  lies  wide,  deep  and  still. 
Marvel  of  Nature,  great  carver  of  rocks. 


Ahlee  James 


BACK? 

So  you're  back — you  say  to  stay 

How  do  I  know  you  won't  go  away  — 

And  break  my  heart  again 

Just  as  you  did  a  year  ago — or  was  it  ten? 

I  thought  I'd  wiped  my  memory  clear 

Of  every  shadow  of  your  being  there. 

But  here  you  are — sleek  black  hair,  cool  green  eyes. 

Lips  too  full.  Hands  to  wise. 

Take  you  back?  Why?  So  you  can  leave  again? 
Why  not!  It  would  be  fun  to  believe  again. 
But  no!  I  cannot  take  you  back. 
It's  not  like  changing  clothes  or  books. 

It  took  a  long  time  to  take  up  the  slack 
You  left  in  my  life.  You're  back  to  stay  you  say — 
But  not  with  me — I'm  not  the  same  since  you  went 
away. 


OVER 

I'm  sorry  that  it's  over.  And  yet  I  feel  so  glad. 

There  weren't  any  tears  or  sighs 

Just  sheer  indifference  and  a  quiet  smile. 

These  are  not  so  bad — 

"You  must  not  let  it  hurt  you — 

You  must  not  feel. 

It  isn't  modern — nor  at  all  like  you! 

Modem  people  aren't  supposed  to  feel 

The  tightness  in  the  heart  that  comes 

At  one  slight  thought  of  you — 

Nor  the  tears  that  come  from  parting. 

Nor  the  moon  behind  the  cloud. 

Modern  folks  don't  feel.  It's  not  allowed." 


Edna  Jones 


LITTLE  OLD  TOWN 

Little  old  town,  asleep  in  the  sun 

The  years  slowly  passing  like  fall  leaves  drifting 

down, 
In  the  glow  of  the  sun,  and  the  mist  of  the  years 
Chance  dewdrops  sparkle  like  bygone  tears. 
The  mellow  voice  of  the  old  church  bell 
Spreads  the  morning  message  that  ''all  is  well," 
As  its  children  are  summoned  back  every  one 
To  that  little  old  town,  asleep  in  the  sun. 

Houses  always  the  same,  in  the  same  old  places ; 
But  only  a  few  of  the  familiar  faces 
Look  out  from  the  windows  to  welcome  and  beckon. 
With  time,  life  and  change  they  no  longer  reckon; 
But  when  life's  lamp  burns  dim,  and  the  sorrows 

come, 
I  long  for  the  little  old  town,  asleep  in  the  sun. 

The  years  pass  kindly,  and  it  is  strange 
That  the  little  old  town  shows  hardly  a  change ; 
Although  paint  has  been  washed  indeterminate 

brovni. 
Wild  rose  and  sweetpea  cover  those  tumbledown. 
And  my  thoughts  hover  round  and  embrace  every 

one 
In  that  little  old  town,  asleep  in  the  sun. 

They  say  this  is  gone,  and  that's  not  the  same 
But  I  cannot  see  it,  I  count  every  name 
I  see  every  loved  face  of  my  childhood  years, 
Though  the  images  blur  with  the  soft  mist  of  tears. 
They  remain  ever  faithful  unto  my  need; 
Though  they  lift  no  hand,  they  do  no  deed. 
And  oh,  how  I  long  when  my  day's  work  is  done 
To  go  back  there  to  rest,  little  town  in  the  sun. 


Bemice  M.  DeHart  F?lley 


TO  A  NOVEMBER  SUNSET  ON  RIDGE  ROAD 

Oh,  sunset  of  glorious  rays, 

Hiding  your  face  behind  night's  cloud 
Let  me  express  to  you  our  praise, 

For  the  blessings  thou  hast  allowed. 

The  day  has  been  cold  and  dark  and  dreary, 
Sluggish  and  unguarded  has  been  our  pace. 

Our  minds  and  souls  have  been  lonesome  and  weary, 
Longing  to  see  thy  glorious  face. 

Do  not  again  let  the  clouds  over-cast  you. 
Drive  them  away  with  thy  burning  fire ; 

The  snow  and  winter  winds  will  blast  you. 
If  you  will  only  let  them  have  their  desire. 

Let  us  on  tomorrow  see  thy  face  again. 

Flooding  the  earth  with  sunshine  and  light. 

Pleasing  the  Christian,  the  Jew  and  the  Pagan, 
And  all  of  God's  creatures,  with  rapturous  delight. 

I  pray  for  the  morning  when  my  lamps  are  relighted, 
My  first  view  shall  be  through  my  window  pane. 

Thy  wondrous  face,  which  for  days  you  have  slighted 
Us  in  seeing,  when  we  sought  you  in  vain. 

While  on  the  orbit,  melt  the  snow  capped  mountains. 
Fill  up  the  brooklets  that  make  up  the  river. 

Unleash  the  latch  strings  that  locks  God's  fountains, 
We'll  bless  you  for  it,  for  thou  art  the  giver. 


John  D.  Kennedy 


DREAM  PEDDLER 

Dreams  for  sale!  A  dream  for  a  child! 
We'll  go  by  the  road  of  the  milky  way. 
And  watch  the  babies  of  dreamland  play 
In  the  poppy  fields  that  grow  for  you, 
Kissed  by  pearly  drops  of  dew. 

Dreams  for  sale!  A  dream  for  the  lover! 
Blue-black  nights  and  a  lady  fair; 
Stardust  glints  in  her  golden  hair, 
Goddess  of  love ;  so  sweet,  so  true, 
From  a  moon-mist  road  she  comes  to  you. 

Dreams  for  sale!  A  dream  for  the  Vagabond! 
The  angry  surge  of  the  restless  sea, 
And  a  wild — wild  wind  that  blows  with  glee, 
And  pushes  you  out  of  the  port  of  home, 
With  a  wanderlust  that  makes  you  roam. 

Dreams  for  sale!  A  dream  for  the  weary! 
A  silver  sea  and  a  silver  moon, 
A  silver  sail  and  a  silver  tune, 
And  a  gentle  breeze  to  take  you  far 
To  the  silver  light  of  the  morning  star. 

Dreams  for  sale!  Dreams  for  one  and  all! 
Beautiful  dreams;  golden  dreams, 
New  dreams  and  olden  dreams. 
Come  ride  a  star  with  me, 
There  we'll  find  a  dream  for  thee. 


Zora  Kerhin 


THE  FIREPLACE 

My  dusky  maid  says:  **Mercy  sakes! 

What  a  lot  o'  mess  this  fireplace  makes! 

You  couldn't  give  the  thing  to  me!" 

''No?"  indulgently  I  say, 

For  I  know  Mary  and  her  way — 

Quite  frequently  we  don't  agree. 

For  Mary  does  not  see  the  things 

Nor  feel  the  comfort  that  it  brings, 

This  fireplace,  when  'tis  red. 

For  her  'tis  ashes  to  be  cleaned; 

For  m.e  and  mine,  contentment  gleaned 

From  out  its  fiery  bed. 

She  cannot  know  the  memories 

Nor  glimpse  the  vagrant  fantasies 

That  gather  in  its  glow; 

She  does  not  see  parading  there 

Familiar  forms  and  faces  fair 

Of  friends  I  used  to  know. 

And  so,  the  fireplace,  though  condemned 

As  worthless  by  my  faithful  friend. 

Still  spreads  its  warmth  and  cheer. 

To  those  who  linger  by  its  side 

No  flight  of  fancy  is  denied 

For  magic  dwelleth  here. 


Ethel  Schwartz  Kirtland 


THE  DUNES  AT  GARY 

As  you  wander  over  Duneland 
Of  our  Gary's  rugged  shore 
And  meditate  the  volumes 
Of  much  recorded  lore, 
Of  the  ancient  tribes  who  lived  here 
And  all  the  birds  and  flowers, 
Passed  along  to  those  who  follow — 
What  a  heritage  is  ours! 

The  whirling  sands  are  building 
More  and  more  of  stately  domes 
To  crown  the   ancient  grandeur 
Of  the  early  settlers'  homes. 
The  winds  still  shriek  a  lullaby 
And  hurry  on  their  way 
To  top  the  hill  and  fill  the  vale 
For  more  dunes  in  our  day. 

Stately   and  magnificient 
Each  rears  its  vaulted  crest! 
Skyward,  with  the  stormy  winds 
They  climb,  nor  pause  to  rest. 
And    many  are  the  thrills  they  give 
As  on  their  way  they  go 
Climbing  up  from  out  the  sea, 
And  building,  row  on  row. 


Frederick  Webster  Kirtland 


HOPE  SPRINGS  ETERNAL 

I  love  the  few  wisps 

Of  your  silvery  hair. 
The  creak  in  your  knees 

Fills  my  heart  with  despair. 
But  shucks — you  old  fraud, 

As  I  watched  you  today 
You  whistled, — Oh  my — 

When  a  maid  passed  your  way! 

She  turned  with  a  smile 

That  was  roguisly  sweet. 
You  hastened  your  step 

Which  was  quite  indiscreet 
A  tug  at  your  hat 

To  a  rakish  degree 
A  flip  of  your  cane 

And  there  plain  as  could  be — 

The  holiday  crowd 

Gayly  watched  you  advance. 
The  damsel  I  saw 

Had  now  taken  her  stance, 
With  nose  pushed  up  tight 

On  the  store  window  pane 
She  shouted  ''Grand  Daddy, 

Here's  Santa   again!" 

WOODLAND  CHURCHES 

Tell  me  lovely  lupines 
With    cathedral    spires — 

Are    you    woodland    churches — 
Have  you  insect  choirs? 


Jennette  Vaughn  Konley 


CALUMET 

Velvety  green  lawns 

Cottages  stretching  for  miles 

Beneath  a  panorama  of  steel  frames 

Slag  piles 

Molten  ladles  of  steel 

Fuming  gases 

Serving  all  Democracy 

The  masses. 


THOSE  MEN  WHO  MAKE  STEEL 
(with  apologies  to  Edwin  Markham) 


They  closed  the  door  that  shut  him  out 
Despot,  monarch,  non-devout 
Labor  and  industry  knew  how  to  win 
They  opened  the  door  that  took  him  in 

Immigrant,  wanderer,  hungary  man 
Socialist,  Democrat,  Republican 
Protestant,  Catholic,  gentile,  Jew 
Pour  molten  masses  for  me  and  for  you 

Few  are  the  boundries  of  these  men  in  steel 
Serving  together  the  common  weal 
With  comforts  of  peace  and  weapons  of  war 
Made  by  peoples  from  the  near  and  the  far 

The  negro,  the  white,  the  Czech,  the  Finn 
All  blended  the  metals  in  a  war  to  win 
A  free  world  for  man  to  walk  arm  in  arm 
Steeled  together  against  prejudice  and  harm 

In  a  world  so  shaken  by  greed  and  by  pain 
Such  labor,  such  faith  will  not  have  proved  vain 
For  out  of  the  darkness  stands  that  which  is  real 
The  courageus,  the  believing,  those  men  who  make 
steel. 

Audrey  Laube 


THE  POET 

Poetry  is  not  fragile 

A  thing  to  set  apart; 

Poetry  is  the  language 

Of  the  soul,  and  of  the  heart. 

And  each  man  is  a  poet 

When,  at  the  end  of  day, 

With  humble  thanks  to  Almighty  God 

He  bends  his  head  to  pray. 


THE  COVE 

The  rocks  are  gray  along  the  shore, 
Blue-gray  this  inland  sea: 
Forbidding,    bleak,    defying    Man 
To  probe  its  mystery. 
I  do  not  will  to  sound  its  depth 
Nor  measure  girth  and  roar; 
I  am  content  to  look  upon 
Its  grandeur  from  the  shore; 
Content  to  feel  the  early  star 
Bathe  in  the  breath  of  Night 
And  watch  the  heaven-laden  boat 
Move  past  the  harbor  light. 
Content  to  hear  the  thud  of  waves 

The  fog-horn's  muffled  cry 

Content  to  be  as  we  must  be 

The  boat— the  lake — and  I. 


THE  AFTERMATH 

I  missed  you,  my  love,  when  first  you  were  gone- 
Alone  though  I  walked  with  the  crowd; 
As  stubborn  as  you,  I  made  myself  smile 
And  now,  dear,  I  laugh  right  out  loud. 


Ann  B.  Laughy 


WEAR  A  POPPY 

Lest  we  forget  those  men  who  fell 
Amid  the  flash  of  gun  and  shell: 
Pin  on  a  poppy,  bright  and  red, 
Reminding  us  of  blood  they  shed. 

Lest  we  forget  the  boys  who  died 
And  rest  in  graves,  side  by  side ; 
Be  sure  that  each  Memorial  Day 
We  have  a  poppy  to  display. 

Lest  we  forget  their  living  pain 
Who  never  shall  be  whole  again; 
Invest  in  poppies  so  they  too 
May  gain  a  chance  to  build  anew. 

Lest  we  forget  the  cross  they  bore, 
Grow  living  poppies  at  your  door. 
Tend  freedom  in  a  similiar  way 
You  tend  the  poppies  day  by  day 

Lest  we  forget  how  much  we  share, 
Each  day  send  up  a  word  of  prayer 
That  speaks  our  thanks  for  liberty 
And  pledges  faith  to  keep  us  free. 


FLOWERS  FOR  THE  LIVING 

"Give  me  flowers  while  I  am  living. 
Do  not  wait  until  Fm  dead." 
Many  times  I  stop   and   ponder 
On  these  words  my  mother  said. 

"Let  me  see  their  grace  and  beauty, 
While  my  eyes  still  have  their  sight. 
Let  me  breathe  their  fragrant  perfume 
On  the  air  both  day  and  night." 


Eleanore  Leonard 


THE  POETRY  OF  LIFE 

Some   crave   a   place   in   Art's  procession 
Some  seek  a  talent  long  concealed 
Some  neglect  life's  sweetest  treasure 
That  only  friendship  can  reveal. 

Some  in  homes  made  bright  and  cheery- 
Some  in  hungry  stomach  filled 
Some  in  sharing  a  secret  sorrov;^ 
Find  life's  purpose  best  fulfilled. 

Some  bring  comfort  to  the  lonely 
Seme  the  angry  mood  withstand 
Some  at  the  ramparts  fighting  bravely 
For  love,  and  Justice  in  the  Land. 


A  PRAYER 

Oh  God  of  little  girls  and  boys, 

Who  loves  their  tears,  and  smiles  and  toys; 

Oh  stay  the  time  that  they  may  be 

In  closer  unity  with  Thee; 

When  at  night  on  bended  knee. 

In  mother's  eyes,  a  God  they  see ; 

Oh  tune  our  hearts  with  childish  grace 

To  hold  their  trust,  and  keep  their  faith ; 

Oh  may  we  their  little  talks  and  secrets  hold, 

More  precious  far  than  things  bought  or  sold; 

Oh  save  our  homes  from  want  and  strife 

That  mar  the  beauty  of  childhood  life; 

Oh  when  the  urge  of  life  is  strong. 

Temptation  calling,  loud  and  long; 

Oh  God  of  little  children,  hear  our  prayer, 

May  all  we  have,  except  our  grief,  be  theirs. 


John  Mair 


THE  FORAY 

The  sun's  light  shining 
Through  the  cloud's  gray  fleece 
Cast  its  glow  in  the  dancing 
Waves'  caprice. 

The  wind-spanked  water 
Raced  gaily  ashore 
Then  as  swiftly  left  the  beach 
To  keep  score. 

The  shivering  sunbeams 
Braving  the  fast,  cold  tide 
Chose  white-caped  waves 
For  a  sparkling  ride. 

The  swift  moving  scene 
Though  enacted  as  a  foray 
Calmed  the  spirit 
Which  led  my  feet  away. 


THE  PAGE  OF  UFE 

The  page  of  life  which  was  yesterday 
Is  a  scamble  of  words  and  acts 

Unintellible  to  self  and  others 
Seeking  a  basis  for  facts. 

The  page  of  life  which  was  yesterday 
Is  erasable  to  a  certain  extent, 

The  marks  can  be  wiped  away; 
Nothing  removes  the  imprint. 

The  page  of  life  which  was  yesterday 
Is  left  open  for  us  to  compare. 

We  can  view  it  with  pride  today 
If  yesterday  was  imprinted  with  care. 


Ruth  Mathis 


WHISPERING  ELM 

The   Power  that   sustains   and   holds   you   upright, 
Elm  by  my  window  you  beckon  to  me — 
The  life  that  you  have,  also  is  in  me — 
Keeping  your  body  from  premature  blight 
Gives  mortals  the  strength  to  battle  along 
Using  their  talents  to  make  the  weak  strong — 
And  while  we  are  speaking  your  voice  so  low, 
A  songster  has  nestled  on  bough  down  below — 
Now  I  am  thinking,  it  came  there  to  say 
It  too  is  nourished  in  the  selfsame  way. 


THE  TRAMPS  LETTER 

When  tired  and  weary  and  hungary 
I  called  at  your  door  one  day 

And  asked  you  for  something  to  eat 
You  did  not  turn  me  away. 

This  was  a  good  deed  and  a  kind  one 
That  God  will  never  overlook — 

Now  this  we  shall  have  to  believe 
If  we  believe  in  His  wonderful  Book 

I  may  never  be  able  to  tell  you 
Or  to  benefit  you  or  to  show 

How  very  much  I  appreciate 
Your  goodness  to  me  and  so 

I  am  writing  this  letter  to  tell  you 
That  perhaps  sometime,  somewhere 

Mine  may  be  able  to  help 

One  of  yours,  someplace,  unaware. 


Sarah  Sabine  McFall 


EXPECTING 

We  are  going  to  buy  a  new  baby. 
There  is  no  one  happier  than  we. 
The  drawers  in  the  nursery  are  bulging; 
We  have  enough  for  three. 

*'Which  do  you  want?"  folks  ask  me. 
'*A  girl  or  a  brother  for  Mike?" 
"Which  ever  the  Good  Lord  sends  us. 
That  is  what  we  would  like!" 

I  kissed  two  sleepy  heads, 
And  sent  them  up  the  stairs. 
Outside  the  nursery  door 
I  listened  to  their  prayers. 

Jean  prayed,  ''Thanks,  Lord,  for  brother, 
For  my  Daddy  and  Mamma  too. 
If  you  will  send  me  a  sister. 
I  will  be  much  obliged  to  you." 

"Amen!"  I  said  and  waited, 
To  list  to  her  brother's  prayer. 
I  knew  the  Master  heard  them. 
I  could  feel  His  presence  there. 

"Dear  God,  I  thank  you  for  sister. 
For  my  Daddy  and  my  Mother. 
I  need  but  one  thing  more. 
And  that  is  a  baby  brother." 

"Amen!"  I  said  and  added, 
"Forgive  us  of  all  our  sins, 
And  of  patience  give  me  plenty, 
In  case  you  should  send  twins." 


Nellie  Worth  Merrill 


LOOKING   BACKWARD    OVER  LIFE 

Four  score  years  seem  a  long,  long  time 

To  struggle  with  the  questions  of  life — 
Its  ups  and  downs — its  peaks  of  success — 

Its  beauty — its  love  and  strife. 
The  serious  problem  is  life  itself 

That  confronts  every  sojourner  here 
And  as  we  look  back  the  wonder  is 

That  there  was  so  little  to  fear. 
For  the  future  was  veiled  and  results 

Were  hidden — none  could  learn  tomorrow's  pace ; 
Many  cries  were  echoed  in  anguish 

But  Destiny,  unchanged,  governed  the  race. 

Over  that  way  many  shadows  were  cast — 

Each  tried  very  hard  to  evade  them — 
The  deeper  and  darker  they  seemed  to  be 

The  brighter  the  sun  was  that  made  them. 
And  gazing  down  from  a  mountain  top 

The  valley  looked  calm  and  verdent; 
But  peering  up  to  that  somber  craig 

The  trail  seemed  steep  and  termagent. 
Travelling  over  that  rugged  highway 

Only  the  strong  and  the  wise  could  survive; 
The  rest  plodded  on  with  heads  bowed  low 

Just  thankful  to  come  thru  it  alive. 


Mrs.  James  A.  Patterson 


PEACE 

The  cause  of  peace,  to  all  of  us, 

Is  paramount  today; 
Victory  alone  is  empty, 

Without  peace,  comes  decay. 

God  made  all  men  as  brothers. 
Each  from  the  selfsame  clod; 

So  we  can't  look  down  on  our  fellowman 
Without  dishonoring  God. 


MEMORIES 

The  fingers  of  twilight 
Have  curtained  the  day. 
And  now  they  are  turning 
My  thoughts  far  away. 

Away  to  my  childhood — 
I  see  mother  there. 
As  she  brushes  and  braids 
Her  dark  silken  haid. 

I  sit  in  her  lap 
As  she  hums  a  low  song. 
And  recount  the  things 
I  did  the  day  long. 

She  listens  intently 
And  smooths  my  fair  hair. 
And  praises  and  chides 
With  intelligent  care. 

The  fingers  of  time 
Have  curtained  the  past. 
And  I  sit  here  alone — 
With  my  memories — aghast! 


C.  Gladys  Pemberton 


AUTUMN  AND  SPRING 

O  Autumn,  with  your  gorgeous  scene, 
With  leaves  of  red,  brown  and  green; 
The  sky  overcast  with  grayish  blue 
Looks  down  on  fields  of  faded  hue. 
While  trees  are  bare  and  shorn  of  leaf 
Birds  in  sadness  take  their  leave — 
To  suny  skies  they'll  make  their  stay 
We'll  all  be  sad  when  they're  away; 
O,  hurry  Springtime  and  come  again 
Filling  the  earth  with  glad  refrain. 
Your  songs  of  cheer  make  hearts  overflow 
When  Springtime  comes  and  Autumn  goes. 


MOTHER'S  OLD  ROCKING  CHAIR 

As  days  went  by.  Mother  would  be, 
Sitting  there  in  that  old  rocking  chair; 
Reading  the  Bible  or  making  some  lace 
Often  a  tear  would  fall  from  her  face. 
Sometime  a  hymn  she  would  sing  very  low 
Or  a  prayer  she  would  utter  quite  slow. 
**God  understands,"  she  quietly  would  say, 
''He  told  us  to  carry  our  cross  each  day." 

That  old  rocking  chair  where  she  sits  no  more 

Brings  to  me  memories  I'll  always  adore; 

I  know  as  she  sat  and  rocked  in  that  chair 

She   spoke   to   the   Saviour  of  a   world   in   despair 

Praying  each  day  for  those  whom  she  loved, 

"Watch  over  them  Heavenly  Father  above. 

Be  Thou  their  everlasting  guide — 

For  temptation  constantly  abides.'' 


Mae  Ellen  Schwan 


QUIET  JOY 

Do  you  recall  an  adolescent  day, 
When  giddy  clouds  were  playing  peek-a-boo, 
And  they  above  us  were  not  half  so  gay 
As  I  was,  walking  by  the  side  of  you? 

Now  see  the  wealthy  and  the  worldly  pass, 
In  splendid  form,  they  make  a  great  ado; 
Oh  come,  and  sit  beside  me  on  our  grass; 
And  watch  with  quiet  eyes  my  faith  in  you. 


THE  POET 

To  write  the  words  that  other  lips  would  say ; 

To  shed  the  tear  of  some  heart's  muffled  cry; 

To  wing  an  earth-bound  spirit  for  the  sky, 
And  breathe  the  prayer  another  soul  would  pray; 
To  rhyme  a  phrase  and  open  wide  the  way; 

Uncover  beauty  for  another  eye; 

To  strengthen  hope  that  lay  about  to  die ; 
This  is  the  essence  of  a  poet's  day. 
The  poet  is  a  master  and  a  slave ; 

Life  crowned  his  being  with  a  debt  at  birth ; 
His  work  in  life  is  seed  upon  the  sod; 
He  lives  to  give  to  life  the  gift  it  gave ; 

He  stands  upon  the  things  of  heaven  and  earth. 
Between  the  two,  forever  nearer  God. 


Dorthy  Stuart  Swenson 


TREASURES 

I  own  a  Magic  Chest. 

It  is  filled  with  lovely  things : 

The  glow  of  an  autumn  sunset, 

The  whir  of  a  bluebird's  wings, 

A  woodland  path  overgrown  and  wild. 

And  dearest  of  all  the  treasures, 

The  laughter  of  a  child. 


SEVEN  TIMES  THREE 

He  sailed  his  boat  in  the  bath  tub, 

His  brown  eyes  filled  with  glee. 

And  laughter  filled  the  house, 

For  he  was  only  three. 

He  sailed  his  ship  over  an  ocean 

Where  a  bloody  war  was  won, 

And  his  eyes  were   dark  with  memories. 

For  he  was  twentyone. 


TO  JENNIE 

*T  don't  mind  going,"  she  said 
After  months  on  a  bed  of  pain, 
"But  I  shall  miss  the  robins. 
Singing  in  the  rain." 

The  days  slipped  into  weeks, 
Then  the  springtime  came  again. 
And  the  gallant  spirit  journeyed 
Away  from  all  its  pain. 

To  the  hillside  where  she  rests, 
J  was  drawn  where  memories  throng: 
On  her  grave  I  saw  a  robin 
Thrilling  out  his  song. 


Lou  C.  Thompson 


PRAYER  FOR  NATIONS 

God  of  azure  sky  and  water, 
God  of  mountain,  hill  and  plain, 
Wash  away  the  seeds  of  hatred, 
Strife  that  bears  the  mark  of  Cain. 

God  of  beauty,  God  of  wisdom. 
Guide  as  we  humbly  pray; 
Make  us  mindful  of  each  other. 
Draw  us  closer,  day  by  day. 

God  of  stars  and  dawns  and  sunsets. 
You  who  note  the  sparrow's  fall, 
Help  us  bear  each  other's  burdens. 
Loving,  trusting — brothers  all. 

God  of  every  living  creature, 
God  of  mercy,  hear  our  plea. 
Keep  us — brothers — in  the  footsteps 
Of  the  man  of  Galilee. 

OBLIVION 

Was  there  a  time  when  spring  caressed  this  valley, 
When  lovers,  hand  in  hand,  renewed  the  age-old 
vows? 

Where  cherry  trees  bedecked  in  petaled  fragrance 
That  spilled  enchantment  from  too-laden  boughs? 

Whose  hands,  long-stilled,  engraved  the  fairy 
tracings 
That  through  the  years  an  artist's  touch  proclaim. 
These  pillared  doors,  rose-hued  and  towering  sky- 
ward? 
Forever  mute,  these  walls  reveal  no  name. 

No  more  these  rocks  resound  with  eerie  echo. 
No  longer,  bands  of  robbers  grimly  ride ; 

Now,  lonely  Petra,  silent  hidden  city. 

You  share  your  sleep  with  them  whose  fate  you 
hide. 

Ruth  Thompson 


FULFILMENT 

Summer  harvest  brings  us  hope. — 

Brings  the  thought  of  God — 

Telling  us  again  He  helps 

Those  who  till  the  sod; 

He  will  send  us  warmth  and  rain, 

But  we  must  plant  the  seed ! 

Silent  partner  in  our  work 

How  wisely  he  decreed: 

Faith  and  work,  with  love  and  vim 

Seal  our  partnership  with  Him! 


SOLILOQUAY 

Birch  trees  are  so  virgin-like, 
Chaste,  untouched,  apart- 


Their  voices  low,  sweet  blessings 
That  hush  the  restless  heart. 

-I  wonder  if  in  ages  past 


When  Indian  maidens  prayed 

If  birch  trees  did  not  bend  to  hear 

And  then  the  prayers  relayed 

To  the  Great  White  Spirit  Father? 

But  they  strung  a  rosary 

Of  pleading  words  and  humble  thanks 

To  treasure  tenderly; 

They  wove  the  maiden's  secrets 

Into  paintive,  heart-song  cries: 

I  hear  them — and  the  rosary — 

And  all  soul  conflict  dies. 


Bessie  Thurston 


MY  CHALICE 

My  chalice  of  Life  is  a  bubbling  sup 
That  trickles  over  the  brim 
With  golden  brew  of  Autumn  hue 
Beading  its  sparkling  rim. 

Whither  it  springs?  My  God  alone 
Fills  this  immortal   bowl 
With  joys  that  sing — and  swords  that  ring 
From  the  cauldron  of  my  soul. 


IF  THERE  IS! 

If  there  is  a  man  in  the  moon 

I  wonder  where  is  his  wife. 

Does  he  cook  his  food  in  a  frying  pan 

And  cut  his  meat  with  a  knife? 

Is  his  ''tomorrow,"  night  before  last? 

Do  tassels  swing  from  his  toes? 

Does  he  sink  in  the  middle  like  sides  of  a  fiddle? 

Does  he  wear  a  ring  in  his  nose? 

Does  he  bunk  in  a  hammock  or  sleep  in  a  bed? 
I  wish,  O,  I  wish  that  I  knew! 
Does  he  sail  in  a  boat  that  is  ever  afloat 
With  stars  all  about  for  a  crew? 

Does  he  wave  to  and  fro  a  fluttering  fan 
That  causes  the  wind  to  blow? 
I  think  I  shall  go  to  sleep  right  now 
And  maybe  tomorrow  1*11  know. 


Clara  Clendenen  Tippy 


APRIL  SHOWERS 

Spring  is  in  air  today, 
Air  refreshed  by  rain, 
Robins  swelling  ruddy  throats 
Sing  a  sweet  refrain; 
Budding  lilacs  gayly  sway 
Promising  new  beauty; 
Daffodils,  in  graceful  dance, 
Beckon  drops  to  duty. 
April  showers  gently  fall 
Casting  magic  over  all. 


LAST  OF  THE  THUNDERING  HERDS 

O  Mighty  Stallion  of  the  West, 
Encircling  the  closed  corral, 
Your  fight  for  freedom  stabs  my  heart, 
And  fall  of  your  imperial. 

O  Mighty  Beast,  with  strength  of  iron, 
And  body  of  the  best  of  stock, 
How  ^ong  you  roamed  the  ranges  wild 
And  galloped  over  lea  and  rock. 

You,  who  have  led  your  herd  for  years 
In  freedom  since  your  origin. 
With  only  God's  great  universe, 
The  sky  and  earth  to  fence  you  in. 

The  Mighty  Stallion  surge  of  you^ 
Now  clamors  up  the  rocks  in  vain. 
No  longer  will  you  lead  the  herd 
Along  the  haunts  on  broad  terrain. 


Eula  Fortner  Turner 


IN  SPRING 

The  flowers  and  every  growing  thing 

Attune  themselves  to  God  in  early  spring, 

And  resurrected,  once  again  they  face 

A  waking  world  with  fresh  and  beautious  grace. 

Each  bird  and  butterfly  and  bee 

Has  its  own  place  in  nature's  tapestry; 

The  pattern,  thread  on  thread,  is  laid  with  care, 

No  errors  of  the  Master  we  find  there. 


DESERTED  HOME 

It  was  March  and  glimpsed  through  the  tree  tops 
Was  a  roughly  built,  brown  little  home, 
Deserted,  so  battered  and  tattered 
By  the  wind — ^the  mischievious  gnome ! 

A  white  ghost  is  there,  a  wee  feather, 
In  the  broken  and  wide  open  door, 
A  reminder  of  something  once  happy 
But  gone  and  returning  no  more. 

What  once  had  sheltered  small  babies 
In  comforting  warmth  and  sweet  rest, 
Now  is  forsaken,  forgotten, 
A  shamble — ^that  little  bird's  nest! 


Emma  Josephine  Wells 
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